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HE DUCK BROTHERS, Peter and Puddle, had an 
invitation to spend the night with their aunt and 


uncle. On a good breakfast of hot cakes and syrup 
they started out, but a cunning fox led them far off 
their path. In a journey of great excitement Peter 
and Puddle meet Mrs. Hen and Mrs, Bunny-Brown 
and old Toby Turtle, who help them to reach Aunt 
Daffy’s house before bedtime. The pictures of the 
ducks eating strawberries, diving with Toby Turtle, 
and bouncing along in their little red wagon, will be 
among the treasured possessions of the children. 


This is another one of the Sunny Books that take 
children on lively adventures with new friends, and 
here again are rich colors handsomely designed and 
beautifully blended to aid in the development of good 
taste in books. 


THE DINKY DUCKLINGS 


Peter was a white duck, 
Puddle was black: 
Peter could waddle 
And Puddle could quack. 


Peter and Puddle were two little ducklings. 
Peter was snowy white but Puddle was black as 
a tar baby. They had shiny eyes that looked 
like yellow shoe buttons, and yellow bills to 
pick up their food. Yellow feet, too, with cun- 
ning toes on each foot, all joined together so 
they could swim. 


Of course when Peter and Puddle were baby 
ducklings just out of the shell their mother and 
father took them down to the pond near the 
house. 

“Come,” said mother; “follow me!” and she 
swam out in the deepest water. Both the little 
boy ducks obediently put one tiny foot, and 
then the other, into the cool pond. 

“Heads up!” the mother duck quacked, 
splashing along, “Kick your feet like this!" 

Father stood on the bank and chuckled 
behind his collar as he watched his babies try- 
ing their best to follow. 

“Oh, Puddle, look quick! I can do it! See 

how fast I am going!” 

And sure enough, Peter 

¢ , was sailing quietly along 
-7if. on top of the water, his 

< ae Zz little head held high and 
SS _ “=, the tip of his white tail 
“Ss showing, as he swam 

after the mother duck, 
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“See how easy it is!’ called out Peter. 


“Qh, no!” sputtered Puddle. “It's not easy. 
My feet want to stay up and my head down.” 

“T'll show you how,” said father, from the 
shore, and he swam out to take the black 
duckling’s wing. 

Very soon Puddle was swimming all by 
himself. He quacked with joy when he caught 
up with mother and Peter. He didn’t want to 
be a little left-behind. 

Both the baby ducklings begged to come 
to the pond every day; so their kind mother 
took them swimming each morning and taught 
them many things—to swim and how to dive 
and float. 
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The Duck family had just finished breakfast, 
one bright and sunny morning, when old Mister 
Chuck, the postman, blew his whistle at the 
front door. The two little ducklings hurried 
out to get the mail. There was a large white 
envelope, addressed to ‘Masters Peter and 


Puddle Duck, 16 Poultry Row, Back Behind 
the Barn.” 


The two little fellows were so excited they 
could scarcely stand still long enough to open 
the letter. What could it be? Who could 
have written to them? 
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At last, after the envelope had been torn 
open, the letter was spread out on the kitchen 
floor and mother read it aloud, 


“Duckville on the Ditch. 


Dear Peter and Puddle: 


Won't you come over and visit us? 
Aunt Dilly has promised to cook the nic- 
est things and we will have lots of fun. 


You must be big boys, by now. 


Your loving, 


Uncle Daffy.” 


Of course, the ducklings wanted to go, for 
they loved Aunt Dilly and Uncle Daffy, 
Mother Duck wrote an answer and they 
dropped it in the mail-box that very morning, 

Oh, my! Such excitement! Mother Duck 
was busy ironing collars, pressing neckties and 
smoothing down little feathers just right, 
They were ready for an early start in the 
morning. 

That night Peter slept badly; he was up 
looking at the clock so many times. Puddle 
never opened his eyes once, however. At the 
first streak of dawn the white duckling pulled 
the bedcovers off his black brother. 

“Wake up, Puddle!” he quacked loudly. 
“We are going to visit Uncle Daffy today!” 
He was so excited! He danced a little riga- 
majig. 


After two iaces and two long necks were 
\\ washed clean, and two little neckties tied, they 
\\ @ were ready. Puddle paddled down 

. -@ the stairs, but Peter slid the 
banister. Mother was waiting for 
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them with their breakfast plates piled high 
with griddle cakes and a jug of maple syrup. 
“Oh, goody! What fun we will have! It 


begins right this moment!" quacked the white 
duckling. He took a griddle cake and spilled 
syrup down the middle of it. One by one, the 
cakes followed each other down the little red 
lane until the plates were empty. The two 
little chaps wanted more breakfast, but the 
Mother Duck said they had eaten enough. 
They slid down from their chairs and put on 
their hats. There were kisses and promises to 
be good, : 

‘Goodbye, children!” quacked Mrs. Duck. 
“Don't get lost, and remember to turn right 
at the crossroads!" 

my 


The two little ducklings waved back and 
would have hurried on but Peter had forgotten 
and left his red express wagon out all night, 
and Puddle spied it in the back yard. It 
looked new and shiny, and a wee bit lonesome 
at being left behind. 


“Let's take our cart with us! It will be 
lots of fun.” 

“All right,” said Peter. ‘But it's more fun 
to pull a wagon with someone in it. You 
ride,”’ 
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“Thank you!" answered Puddle, very po- 
litely. He scrambled up. 

But Peter started so fast that poor Puddle 
was all bounced and jiggled about. The wheels 
hit a rut and the black duck nearly fell out. 

“Whoa, horsey! Not so fast!" he quacked. 
“I'm almost falling out and so busy holding 
on that I can’t see anything!” 

“T was hurrying to get there sooner,” 
replied his horsey, but he slowed up and wad- 
dled along the dusty road. Now Puddle began 
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to enjoy his ride, looking at the nice tender 
growing along the way 


clover and gr: 

“That duckweed looks greener, and maybe 
it would taste better than the kind we have 
at home,” said Puddle. Peter and Puddle 
stopped and sampled a bit of this and a bite of 
that. They said, “Good morning,” to Cock 
Robin, who was out looking for the early 
worm. They even offered to help him look, 
but he answered, ‘‘No,"’ that he would rather 
look alone. 

They nibbled at sweet clover and Peter 
scrambled up on a rock and saw a pretty blue 
butterfly. ‘Come on, brother, help me catch 
it!" ) 


Suddenly the two little fellows saw some 
thing running along behind the fence and they 
scurried for their wagon. It was only a playful 
pup but he made so much noise that the duck- 
lings thought he must be some bad, wild beast. 

Puddle climbed in and Peter started to 
pull, but he gave the wagon such a jerk that 
poor Puddle bounced up in the air. Luckily 
he hit the wagon when he landed, but with a 
terrible thud. His hat flew off, but they never | 
stopped to pick it up. 

“Waddle for your life!’’ squeaked Puddle, 
hanging on tight. 

“T am waddling as fast as I can!" panted 
the white duckling, jumping and bumping 
along the road, with the wagon trailing behind. 
On and on, hurried the frightened little 
ducklings until they came to the crossroads. 
There, they forgot and ran the wrong 
way. They took the road to the left! 


When Peter was all tired out 
from running and Puddle was ~~ Pe >| 
all tired out from hanging on, (> es 
= 
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they stopped behind a big rock and cautiously 
peeped out to see if they were followed. There 
wasn't a sound, except a song sparrow singing 
his lively song in the birch trees, and some 
frogs in the distance were beginning to tune 
up for their daily concert. 

The little ducklings were so tired from 
their long run that they sat right down in 
the grass, and soon were fast asleep. 


Puddle woke up with a start and shook 
Peter. But he could hardly rouse . 
him, for poor Peter had had so 
little sleep the night before. 

| “Wake up, brother!” 

} whispered Puddle, 9} 
hoarsely. ‘‘Someone 
is here!” 
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On the rock, close to them, sat a large hand. 

some fellow. He had a red coat and a long 

bushy tail, black ears, a sharp black nose 
and a wide grin. Oh, such a polite gentleman! 

“We are on our way to visit Uncle Daffy 
Duck, at Duckyille on the Ditch!" exclaimed 
Puddle, in his embarrassment. 

“Duckville on the Ditch, yes," the red 
stranger answered. “T have seen it often. | 
know where your Uncle Daffy lives and would 
like to make his acquaintance," and_ slyly 
grinning, he drew his red tongue across his large 
white teeth. 

“Come along,” he said. “I'll lead the way,” 
and he started to pull the wagon for them. 


This was great good luck, the two little 
brothers thought. They scampered along be- 
hind, up hill and down hill. The red stranger 
looked back from time to time to see that they 
followed him. 

Very soon the country began to look wild, 
not at all like the road to Uncle Daffy's, and 
the ducklings began to wonder if the stranger 
really knew the way, but he kept right on. 
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“How much farther is it?” asked Puddle. 

“Just about a hop and a jump from here," 
he answered, with the same sly smile, which 
he tried to hide behind his paw, 

“Oh, I'm getting afraid!” quavered little 
Peter to his brother. “It's getting late! See 
how long the shadows are!" 

It was getting late and the sun was sinking 
fast as the stranger led them farther into the 
deep, dark woods. The little ducklings were 
so frightened that when a big crow, black as 
night, flew over their heads and croaked,“‘Stop! 
Stop!” they both dodged behind an old stump, 
then madly running down a small ravine they 
reached a brook. Then they half flew, half 
swam across and scurried into the high grass 
on the other side. 

Peter was ahead and Puddle followed his 
white tail. They had often played follow the 


leader, so that one duck kept right on the heels 
of the other, dodging this way and that, Back 
in the distance the red stranger could be heard 
crashing through the underbrush and bram. 
bles—then all was quiet in the distance, They 
sat down and longed to see Aunt Dilly and 
Uncle Daffy, who were waiting for them, but 
sitting down would get the little ducklings no. 
where, so wing in wing, they trudged on, 
After waddling and waddling and waddling, 
they came to a path that led out of the woods 
and up to a cute little white house with a green 
door. It had a high picket fence around and 
the ducklings cautiously peeked through it. 
There was a pretty little garden with sun- 
flowers at one end and hollyhocks at the other, 
In between were planted 
radishes, lettuce and 
carrots in neat rows; 
some parsley fringed the 


edge. On the stoop was a mat to clean your 
fect, and a cunning brass knocker hung from 
the door, There were window boxes, too, with 
red geraniums growing in them. 

The two Dinky Ducklings could not quite \ 
reach the latch to the gate so they crawled 
under and tiptoed up the walk. Their knees 
fairly shook with excitement. Who could live 
in this cunning little house at the edge of the 
woods? 

Of course Peter and Puddle knew 
that it wasn't polite to peep into 
windows so Peter stood on Puddle’s 
back and lifted the knocker. It fell 
with a thud and echoed throughout the 
house. They could hear someone hurry 
ing around, then a voice clucked, 
“Who is it?” 

“Two little lost ducklings, if you 
please!” squeaked Puddle in a 
small voice, which he tried 
to make steady, 
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“My soul and body!" exclaimed old Black 
Biddy. She let down the bolt and opened the 
door. 

Peter took off his hat and smiled, byt 
Puddle was very much disturbed to find that 
he had no hat to take off. It had been lost 
when they ran away from the pup. 


“We are just two little lost ducklings,” 
repeated Puddle. 


“On our way to visit Aunt Dilly and Uncle 
Daffy,” added the other one. 


The kind old hen asked the tired young. 
sters in and made them sit right down at the 
supper table, where she gave them all the 
chicken feed that they could eat. It tasted 
very good to the Dinky Ducklings, too. As it 

was almost dark Black Biddy insisted that the 
two of them stay all night and start out to 
Uncle Daffy’s next morning. The ducklings 

t wanted to go on, but they were very tired, so 
they accepted the offer of the very kind old 
lady. 


She hurried about setting the guest room 
[22] 
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to rights and then clucked for Peter and Pud- 
dle to come in to bed. Maybe they weren't 
glad to crawl into that soft bed, made from 
Black Biddy's spare feathers! In two shakes 
of a lamb’s tail the ducklings were fast asleep. 
Old Black Biddy looked at them lovingly: 

“Ah, me!" she sighed. ‘It's great to be young 
—and a duckling!” 


The next morning, she fed them a good 
breakfast of sunflower seeds and nice green 
lettuce. Before they left, Peter filled the wood- 
box in the kitchen, while Puddle pulled up 
every weed in the garden and watered the 
hollyhocks. 

When it was time the old hen was sorry to 
see them go. She told them to keep right 
ahead on the little path 
until they reached the 
crossroads, and hoped 
that they would see 
nothing of the bad fox, 
that almost ate them 
for supper, the night 
before. 
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So bright and gay, this morning, the two 
little ducks shuffled along, side by side, Peter 
who was all snowy white, and Puddle, black as 
a tar baby. It was early and the dew was still 
on the grass, but the Dinky Ducklings didn't 
mind that, as wet feet never hurt them 

They were playing tag with a bumble-bee 
and a grasshopper when they suddenly came 
upon an old rabbit lady, who was carrying a 
large bundle of red clover in her apron and 
another bundle under her paw. On hearing the 
ducklings she stopped in fright and was going 
to hop away, but they were such cunning and 
innocent-looking little fellows that she knew 
there was nothing to be afraid of. 

Peter politely took off his hat to. the rabbit, 
but Puddle had no hat to take off. “Good 
morning, Mrs. Bunny! Can we help you carry 
the clover?" asked the white duck. 
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“Mrs, Bunny-Brown, if you Please." 
answered the long-eared old lady, with a smile 
“J would be very glad if you could help me» 


So the two ducklings carried part of the 

clover and waddled along behind the bunny, 

She soon turned off the path and picked her 

4) way up a steep hill. After climbing a bit farther 

wee and jumping over rocks and logs she pushed 

=<. aside a bush which cleverly hid the doorway of 

gies her house. It was just a hole that wound back 

into the hillside, and as the ducklings followed 

along they were surprised to see such a com. 

“Ss, fortable home, with cute little rag rugs in the 

¢ hallway and when they reached the living-room 
it was as cozy as one could wish. 


Mr. Bunny-Brown was seated in an easy 
chair at the window, which opened out on the 
side of the hill, with a view of the front door 
and the winding path. He was home with a 
). hurt foot that had been caught in the bramble 

‘ bushes, so Mrs. Bunny-Brown must do 
—__all the marketing and clover picking 

until the foot was well. 
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The Dinkies laid down their bundles, hav- 
ing seen the old bunny lady home with her 
clover. They were politely backing out of the 
door when Mr. Bunny-Brown reached around 
the back of his chair and said, “I've whittled 
out a nice toy for some good little chap," and 
he showed them a toy duck on wheels, 
painted with a red head, green body and 
red wheels. A string was tied around its neck 
to pull it along. 

“Oh!” quacked Peter, in excitement. 

"Ah!" squeaked Puddle, jumping up and 
down and waving his wings. “Let us see it!’” 
Mr. Bunny-Brown gave the Dinky Ducklings 
the cute toy duck that he had whittled out of 
wood, 

“Now where are you two going?” he asked, 
after the Dinkies had played with the toy for 
a while. 

“To visit our Uncle Daffy,” answered Peter. 

“At Duckville on the Ditch,” added Puddle. 

Mr. Bunny-Brown hopped to the front door 
on his one good foot, and pointed out the best 
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way to go, as far as he knew. “When you get 
to the brook, swim over to the flat rock and 
call for Toby Turtle. He can tell you the way 
anywhere.” 


Now there were three ducks going down the 
path, two live Dinky Ducklings and one toy 
duck that Puddle pulled along by the string, 
The toy duck’s head was painted so red that 
they named him Pepper. 


The path turned this way and the path 
turned that way until the white duck and the 
black duck heard the Tunning water of the 
brook. Pepper didn’t hear a thing, as he had 
no ears in his wooden head, 


[28] 


The flat rock that the rabbit had told them 
about was right at their feet. They scrambled 
down the bank and waded through the shallow 
water, with Pepper bumping along after them. 
The three cute little ducks stood on the rock 
in the sun and looked up and down stream— 
at least two of them did, anyway. 


“Quack! Quack! Toby Turtle!’ cried Peter, 
“Yoo-hoo! Oh, Toby Turtle!” called Puddle. 


Pop! Right in front of their eyes an ugly 
old head came up out of the water, then a long 
scrawny neck and old Toby Turtle himself was 
crawling on the rock with the ducks. The 
Dinkies would have been afraid of anyone so 


ugly looking if they had not seen the smile on 
old Toby's wrinkled face. 


‘Who calls for Toby—you three little 
ducks?” asked the old fellow. 

“If you please, there are only two of us, or 
two and a half,” explained the white duckling, 
“Pepper is only a wooden duck with a head 
painted red.” 

“We are on our way to visit Uncle Daffy 
Duck, at Duckville on the Ditch!" gulped 
Puddle, all in one breath, ‘Can you tell us 
the way?” 

The old turtle pulled out a pair of spectacles 
from somewhere and set them on the end ofhis 
nose, then peered over the glasses at the three. 
He took a battered old high hat from some- 
where else and put it on his head. Smoothing 
out his vest he stood up on his hind legs and 
twiddled his coat tails. ‘Yes, yes, indeed, I 


know your Uncle Daffy well. In fact I remem- 
ber when he was a smooth greenish egg, and 
after he was hatched how Daddy Duck brought 
the little shaver down to the water for his first 
swimming lesson. Such a long time ago!” 


rambled on the old fellow. ‘How time flies!"’ 


“Time does fly," thought Puddle. He 
looked up at the sun; it was high noon and he 
was hungry. 

“How would you like to haye me go along 
with you?” asked Toby. ‘For there is no one 
knows the way better,"’ he added, 
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res, sir!” Puddle said, but Pepper said 
not a word. 


First the old gentleman turtle invited them 
to lunch in his wild strawberry patch, Such 
large, juicy berries—and dead ripe! The duck- 
lings and the turtle ate until they were full, 
but Pepper didn't touch a berry. So they 
promised to get him a good meal of sawdust | 
at the very first chance. 
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Lunch was over and the three and a half of 
them started out for Duckville on the Ditch, 
The old turtle gentleman led the way and the 
ducklings told how the bad fox almost caught 
them, about Black Biddy and the Bunny- 
Browns. The old turtle knew them all and 
told how the bad fox's father, years ago, had 
tried to catch him, but he pulled his head, tail 
and feet into his shell, so there was nothing to 
carry him by. Then he cautiously stuck out 
his head and nipped the fox’s tail—and you 
know that when a turtle bites he doesn't let go 
until it thunders. 


The old fellow talked faster than he walked, 
for he said a slow steady pace was best, one 
could last mighty near all day and night at 
that rate. The ducklings had been hurrying 
and they were tired out. The turtle invited 
them to ride on his back, said he didn’t mind 
it in the least. So there they sat dozing away, 
with Pepper tied onto old Toby's tail and 
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rolling along on its red wheels. They all 
seemed yery comfortable, indeed. Maybe the 
old turtle told some more stories but the 
ducklings didn't hear them. 


It was very late in the afternoon when the 
strange party stopped with a jerk. The duck- 
lings slid off the turtle’s back and old Toby 
said, with a grand sweep of his front flipper, 
“There is Duckville on the Ditch!” 


There it was just across the water, Uncle 
Daffy and Aunt Dilly's house with Uncle 
Daffy walking up and down the front porch, 
wondering where his little nephews were. 


Such a quacking and cluttering as there 
was! The ducklings and old Toby plunged into 
the water and swam across the ditch, but the 
toy duck rode over on the turtle’s back, for 
Red Pepper had never learned to swim. 

Aunt Dilly and Uncle Daffy were very glad 
to see the Dinky Ducklings and soon there was 
a piping hot supper for all. Old Toby was 
invited to draw up a chair, also. 

‘After the meal was over, the ducklings told 
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all the adventures that had happened to them. 
Uncle Daffy hopped right up and said he was 
proud of his brave boys, and Aunt Dilly kissed 
them all again, not forgetting Red Pepper. 


Then the Dinky Ducklings spoke up and 


said they wanted to thank Toby Turtle for 
taking such good care of them. 


“Yes,” said Puddle. ‘We want to give you 
our new shiny toy duck, Red Pepper to 
remember us by.” 


“Won't you take him?” asked Peter, 
unselfishly. 


“LT certainly will! Thank you both!" 
answered Toby Turtle. ‘He will be fine com- 
pany for an old turtle with no family. I can 
talk and talk and he will just sit and listen to 
my stories and never interrupt.” 


Toby took the toy duck by the string and 
pulled him up alongside. Next he lit his pipe 
and started to tell of the olden times, when he 
was a youngster, and about his grand- 
father, who raced a rabbit and beat him. 
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Tt was very exciting but the ducklings couldn't 
stay awake any longer, while even Aunt Dilly 
and Uncle Daffy napped a little. Only Red 
Pepper, the wooden duck, was wide-awake, 
His painted eyes never so much as blinked, 
and he seemed to nod at everything old Toby 
said. They had become fast friends. 


It was soon time for bed, so Aunt Dilly 
tucked the Dinky Ducklings under the covers 
and kissed them goodnight. The old turtle 
preferred a nice soft place in the mud, near 
the ditch, where there was lots of air. The 
mosquitoes didn’t trouble him and he claimed 
the mud was good for his complexion. Red 
Pepper sat up on the bank and kept guard. 


Uncle Daffy went all around the house and 
tried the windows and doors to see if they 
were fastened tight. Then he peeped into the 
Dinky Ducklings’ room and smiled to see them 
sleeping so peacefully. 
Quietly shutting the 
door, he blew out the 

N candle and tiptoed to 
4\\\ his own bed. 
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To the land of dreams 
They all set sail. 

And this, my dears, 
Is the end of my tale. 
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